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---- ---~ - •-----· --- . - ··----- ~--~~ 
YOUR WORDS 
John Henderson 
Your words are diffident petals 
Plucked from a dew-wet rose; 
They tremble softly-pink and white, 
Then settle in calm repose. 
They flutter down, in measured pace, 
As though from an elfin vendor, 
Clustering themselves in delicate turns, 
Gracious and kind and tender. 
The night is a black-clad Circe 
Garbed in a sable shawl; 
A silver brooch gleams brave in her breast 
Carved from a burnished ball. 
LINES 
Albert Holland 
How patient are the trees, 
Waiting in the dusk for dews of morning, 
Vibrant in the hush with subtle warning 
Stolen from the breeze. 
Though days shall rise again, 
The trees shall watch them, and their shadows turn 
From burst of dawn until the last rays yearn 
Up where the peaks attain. 
When valleys well with gloom, 
These are the things the day-worn heart may know: 
The sighing boughs, the racing water's flow, 
The cedar's soft perfume. 
TULIP TIME 
Margaret Robinson 
They come from the East; they come from the West; 
They come to go, or they come to rest; 
But everything's merry, and everyone's gay, 
When it's Tulip Time in the month of May. 
There's a musical hum in the city's air, 
And color-color everywhere, 
While tulips and people's voices blend 
In-· "Welcome stranger; Farewell friend." 
TRYST ON A WESTERN BEACH 
Albert Holland 
With fireless eyes that dimly mirror 
The new moon's sickle dipt into the bay, 
Untremulous. save for a passing shiver, 
Lost to desire or love, beyond the keen salt spray, -
Forsaken she lies, resigning 
The gift of life away. 
She lies like a broken seashell 
Stirred by the wind to make faint moans, 
A wretched wreck of the deep salt swell, 
Its eerie whine but a dreary echo of the dreary water's tones, 
Sounding full in its somnolence 
And coldly rolling the stones. 
A broken woman full of sleep, 
Desolate of dreams she dies away; 
Her slumbrous flames are vexed and barely keep 
Alight in the gnawing wind of death as it coldly blows them 
Broken she lies and silent, [gray; 
Her tryst is kept today. 
TSO-LIN IN THE GARDEN 
Lenore Sikkema 
The lilies cluster bright an.d gay 
On the jade-green pools where the goldfish play 
When Tso-Lin walks in the garden. 
The sky-white doves come down to see 
And the peacocks strut in their finery 
When Tso-Lin walks in the garden. 
Tinkling soft on a drift of breeze 
The wind-bells sway in the mulberry trees 
When Tso-Lin walks in the garden, 
Till the black spun silk of the njght comes down 
With stars like jewels in a turban crown, 
On Tso-Lin in the garden. 
WISH 
John Henderson 
I should like to produce some flawless gem of verse, 
To extol thy praises to a comet 
That he might hear, and startled, flee 
To shine his message in the sky, 
In a flashing twisting train of fire. 
, MIRACLE 
Lenore Sikkema 
Kezia sat in an apple-tree crotch, 
Kezia was only seven, 
But she was thinking grown-up thoughts, 
Of men, and of gods and of heaven. 
Kezia thought a mighty thought 
That wrinkled her forehead fine; 
And she cried through the leaves of the apple-tree, 
"If you're there, God, give us a sign!" 
Kezia shut her deep brown eyes, 
And Io, a wind from heaven 
Dropped a red apple in her lap, -
Kezia was only seven. 
PRAYER 
Albert Holland 
When we who should be humble swell with pride. 
Take Thou thy mercy's course, nor turn aside, 
Nor intermit thy ministry of sun, 
Nor blessing of the rain for everyone. 
For pride is but a mist that seals the eyes, 
And with its passage, all the radiant skies 
Tower as before, and we are all at one, 
Our ever-loving priest thy perfect Son. 
TRAMPER 
Margaret Dregman 
The stretch of the brown road is pulling me on. 
Its sinuous curves hide the miles that have gone; 
Miles without end, yet each bend to me 
Calls and still promises new mystery. 






Thung thung ... thung 
Bern thung hem thung 
Leaping lightly, laughing labourers 
Rolling roisterers, rollicking robbers. 
Bern bem 
Boiling bristling bawling boars 




The cauldrons form a clanging chorus 
The kettles hemming a thungy wha 
BEM BEM 
One old fellow beat on his belly 
With a battered broken bt·ittle branch 
Culled from a brimming beaming silver birch 
Bern wha; thung thung 
Bern wha; thung thung 
Thung thung thung-. 
The night is a vendor of violets 
Singing her fragrant wares; 
Happy is she, with smiling face 
Unworried with earthly cares. 
The night is a lonesome lassie 
Dancing down a dim-lit bell 
Skirts flung away, to follow faster 
The light from a glistening bell. 
f MOON MANSIONS 
John Henderson 
Scatter these glittering rubies 
Forget your troubled self; 
Look from your scaffolds high above, 
Laugh with that grinning elf. 
Cover ebony over with ivory 
Cast onyx under the wall 
Leave nought behind, for them to find, 
Give us your new-found all. 
Lend a hand to the building 
Cast that emerald here 
Help us top this shining tower 
Enamelled with sparkling cheer. 
Fling back the shadows of the night 
Learn our merry song 
Gather quick the dust of the day 
Come join our wanton throng. 
Leave behind your wonted tricks 
Fiing your mask aside 
Drop your burden, shed your clothes 
Plunge in the deepening tide. 
SONG 
Anne Dethmers 
Oh, May time is playtime 
a gay time for me, 
For then bloom the tulips 
in riotous glee; 
In light shades and bright shades-
no trite shades have they-
As they sway in the breezes, 
the breezes of May. 
DUNE MUSIC 
Margaret DTegman 
The sullen hills rear up their heads and fold 
Themselves around in shrouds of dusk grey mist 
And seem to stand aloof, up-drawn, and cold, 
As though no eye their mantle could resist. 
To one who stands, so infinitely small, 
Below their base to gaze with speechless awe, 
The hills with leafy voices hushed can call 
And then withdraw: austere, unbound by law. 
And yet upon their rugged heads there gleams 
A jagged patch of sand whose particles 
Have each one snatched the sun's full glowing beams 
And treasured them, nDw radiant miracles. 
And so the dunes for countless ages old 
Have played their symphony in grey and gold. 
DElNE AUGEN 
An.onymous 
When those deep hazel eyes of yours turn dark, 
And a deepening frown intensifies their gloom, 
When all at once they seem to scintillate, 
And brighten all the corners of the room, 
I wonder how the fury smouldering there 
Can be concealed in eyes so soft and fair. 
When pearly droplets, seemingly congealed 
From morning mists that overspread the lea, 
In silence stud your lash-fringed, artless orbs, 
As they gaze, mute and tearful, up at me, 
I miss the lively imps that used to dance 
In your provoking, laughter-laden glance. 
f REMORSE ON PARTING 
Albert Holland 
Softly the empty echo dies 
Away with the southward swallow; 
The brown leaves rattle, and snowy skies 
Bury them deep in the hollow. 
"Not yet!" But my cries ascend 
To be lost in a vacant sky, 
And cold snowflakes softly tend 
To forgetfulness, by and by. 
LORRAINE 
Lenore Sikkc;na 
I saw you away from the crowd, Lorraine, 
Calm, and sweet and at ease, 
Lovely and quiet as a forest pool, 
Cool and serene as the trees. 
I looked into your eyes, Lorraine, 
And I wished I were lover or friend, 
For I saw in those eyes of heavenly blue, 
All peace and loveliness blend. 
We do not sing always of Heaven, Lorraine, 
And I cannot think always of you, 
But my thoughts when of you will return to your eyes, 
Heaven-deep, soul-deep and true. 
